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LXXXVI
Unintelligible ends; ends the rage;
And the path and the sloth, ends every swoon;
The Moon is God's Honey, halved in the noon;
What an ooze of rock-time from a peri-stage!
My conjecturing eye inside its cage
Of winkless lids long for live long lune
Or peri-iune for a blahch or flowers strewn
At these feet thine, secretive pair-mage
A full fortnight of a manvantra
Ends here in the ruffle of aching words
By taps on the five faced tabla
And the* air snuffs sandal and royal swords,
Civet either side yoking this Yuga
Ordering Kali's close and the Kites of Soul-birds.
Lxxxvn
Shall I inquire into this word-lotus,
A chiliad of flowers for me to chair
A sedan of petals segmented fair
For me to chant, sign, sing, offer and dress
In circum-ambulatiohs numberless
To fall prostrate before you and praise the air
And earth that suckle my tumultuary share
Of life betokened for embrace and press
With you, your thought, the perfect circle new
Seeking the sky's invoking quietude
.While Kamala terraces the sky's blue
In a folded-in repose of a mood
Like a closed nenuphar closed to view
The precipitating birth or its brood! wisdom's catch In a moony trope of thought Mathura to host.                                     Ets and sacred scripture As one l-know-not-field, a great hiccup Of analytical thought, its stricture In an envelop in unconvey'd step Towards yours, a draperied picture! destiny, yuga and its mime.
